Thro the Wood Laddy. 


Tea New Scors Tune. 


A® Phillis and Thisbe did walk hand in hand, 
O they ſpy'd a ſhepherd, (O they ſpy'd a ſhepherd, 


As Phitks and Thisbe did walk hand in hand, 
O they ſpy'd a ſhepherd that was at a ſtand. 


So. if for to venture he had been afraid, 
As ſweet was the ſplendor (ſo, &c.) their beauty diſplay'd, 


Said Phillis unto him, Where do you reſort, 
Or where do you wander, (or, &c.) or where do you ſport, 


He modeſtly anſwered if you would know, 
My name is Philorum (my, &c.) I thro' the woods go. 


Can't you the ſweet Grove and the foreſt forſake, 
And leave off to wander (and &c.) for Phillis's ſake. 


Should I the ſweet Grove and the foreſt give o'er, 
And leave off to wander (and, &c.) it is thee I adore. 


Juſt as they were talking, a Boy I eſpy'd, | 
With a bow and a quiver (with, &c.) faſt ty'd to his ſide, 


Said the boy to the ſhepherd to thee I am ſent, 
From Venus my mother, (from, &c.) thy mind to content. 


The bow it was bent with a thandering dart, 
The ſhepherd was wounded (&c.) quite throrcugh the heart 


The blind boy in triumph went ſporting away, 
And left poor Philoram (and left, &c.) a victim and prey. 


But the nymph had more pity, and whiſper'd him ſoft, 
A cure I will tender, (a cure, &c.) let the Boy fly aloft, 


She kiſt him and hug'd him, and did him ſo queeze, 
She kiſt out his paſſion, (ſhe kiſt, &c.) Philoram got eaſe. 


I will pull off my garters and bind up the wound, 
While poor bleeding Strephon in my arms doth ſwoon. 


Down under a val ley where Cheſley doth ſtray, 
Whilſt Strephon ſha!l kiſs me, (Kc. and bleſs me all day 


Altho' friends are cruel, and will not conſent, 
Go thro' the Woods Laddy, (go, &c.) and make no complaint 


For the Woods are pleaſant, he night fair and clear, 
Go thro' the Woods Laddy, (go, &e. and keep us from fear, 


With bracelets of roſes thy arms I will deck, 
Thou Queen of my fancy (then, &c- ) whom Ido reſpect. 


The crook and the hazel our covering ſha be, 
None can be like them (non en be like them, 


The cropk and the hazel our cover?ng ſhall be, 
Nane can be like them) come fit down bym 


